CHAPTER 1. INTRODUCTION

Farms from my Childhood
My childhood home, a retired farmhouse, sat on the southwest corner lot of Farley, Iowa (pop. 1, 688) . Our front porch faced rural land and I often would discern repetitions and colors of each season in the corn and soybean fields. Though Farley was surrounded by large farming practices, I did not engage with agriculture besides admiration of the fields.
The first farm I knew laid in a two by six foot bed of dirt behind my parents' house.
Each summer, tomato plants thrived against the dusty plastic panels of the garage. Dad would plant new varieties each season, spritz with Miracle-Gro Liquafeed and boast. He loved the abundance and recycled Our Family ice cream gallons full of tomatoes overflowed on the kitchen counter. Summer after summer, he still played surprise, "How're we gonna eat all these?" My brother Ryan and I would argue over the backyard tasks: one of us to pick tomatoes, one of us to pick up the byproducts of our shaggy hundred-pound dog. Ryan loved the farm-to-mouth model, saving the best of the small cherry and grape tomatoes in the pockets of his loose Nike shorts. The tomato bed seemed to be simple and prolific. I considered it a great wonder for a person to grow food in their own backyard.
Most every summer of my childhood, my family and I traveled to upstate New York to visit my grandparents. I recall many shared memories in their large garden, picking strawberries, weeding, and admiring their diverse grape vineyard. On different occasions, Grandma and I made applesauce, fruit or pumpkin pies, and grape juice with the bounty from their garden bed.
The next farm I knew was a mountain of sweet corn in a Ford truck bed. A middle school friend and I sold the sweet corn along the main street cutting through Dyersville, Iowa. We traded a dozen ears of sweet corn in a plastic grocery bag for $5.00 cash. Each day we found pride in the spectacle of selling an entire truck bed from full to empty.
• My husband, Derek, first introduced me to the Friederick family farm through his stories. He embellished tales of sleigh-riding down the steepest hill of the pasture, deconstructing angled tin walls of the machine shed closest to the house and rebuilding walls perpendicular to the ground later. He talked about long summer days at the farm, helping his grandparents with chores, building forts in the hay barn, chasing the farm cats, and many shared meals around the dining table -a long rounded table with a stained veneer top. Derek laughed about the rooster that the hens picked on and the rooster's consistent retreat to the pit beneath the cattle guards. He cautioned me about bulls and sows as he recollected the sow that chased Grandma June up a tree. Often, June's cooking was fondly remembered -spicy chili, chicken noodle soup with homemade noodles, beef and potatoes, vegetables fresh or canned from the garden, and fruit pies.
I remember one of the first times I met his grandparents, Kenny and June Friederick.
After high school graduation and a few years of dating, Derek invited me to a family Thanksgiving. His parents hosted more than fifty family members in the basement of their brick ranch home. His mother, Rhonda, welcomed me at the door and walked with me to the basement. At the foot of the stairs, long folding tables wrapped with festive vinyl tablecloths braced themselves against the abundance of food. Traditional American Thanksgiving dishes lined the first table: turkey, ham, mashed potatoes, and green beans. We stopped midway down the first table. I remember a large white roasting pan producing a comforting warmth.
"Rachel, meet my crazy parents, Kenny and June," Rhonda introduced, "Mom, Dad, meet Blue veins tangled across the back of his hand. His grip was strong and his weathered skin like sandpaper against mine. June, a good six inches shorter than I, laughed, "Oh, c'mere!" She pulled me close for a hug, her frame surprisingly fragile in my arms.
Introduction to Kenny and June Friederick's Farm
Years later, Derek and I toured the acreage with Kenny, this time hearing his favorite stories from over four decades of life on the farm. I admire Kenny and June's dedication to the land, resourcefulness in growing and preserving food, and care in providing for their cows. Weathered surfaces present a visual history of use and years bygone. Rust claims metal, carpets are threadbare, weeds and melons grow through the cracked cement of the dairy lot. acts as record of a photograph on a wall and the visual evidence of objects that may have been displayed on the wall in earlier times. The pale yellow wall has a patterning of stars and circles, spaces on the wall protected from the sun by whatever had been displayed there. An image of a pastoral landscape is on display. This photograph presents a visual contrast of how the space existed when photographed and how it once existed. The photograph shares human interaction in the placement/removal of objects. The weathered surface of the wall also exemplifies the passing of time.
Kim Llerena
The photographs of Kim Llerena have also been inspirational to my thesis Llerena writes, "This work asks the viewer to consider how we communicate about our place in the world -in the humble acts depicted in the images, in the process of photographing and sharing, and in the intangible yet permanent marks made on our virtual landscape. It highlights photography's ongoing task -to bring the distant closer, to describe the foreign to make it familiar -while reacting to its current status as a mode of immediate communication:
'I'm here, look at this, it's important. '" 6 Llerena's project engages deliberate sequencing to further promote consideration of the importance of modest scenes and spaces. The success of the edit is evident through the visual shifts from one image to the next. In some transitions, she uses repetitive elements to tie the narrative of each space together. In other moments, the change from one photograph to the next is more sudden. The order of the images and compositional similarities contribute to the strength of Llerena's photographs in supporting her concept to "bring the distant closer" and to "describe the foreign to make it familiar." 7 Photographs taken roadside at locations scattered across the American West start to feel tied together through Llerena's sequencing. 
June's Poetry
The last pages of each notebook are dedicated to June's poetry. She gifts birthday poems to each of her grandchildren. These often share moments of importance from the year, her advice for the years to come, and humorous descriptions of the child's unique character.
Inspired by these poems, full of celebration and directed wisdom, I asked June to write a reflective poem on her experience as a farmer. She returned a handwritten composition on lined notebook paper self-titled "What I have learned from being a farmHER." The original poem is framed as a component of the exhibition, sharing June's voice, drawing connections to the farm day books, and celebrating the immeasurable contribution of a farmer to his or her land and family, a dedication that amounts to far more than the sum of daily tasks.
What I have learned from being a farmHER June Friederick, 2017
that: The least priority is cleaning the house. We shared it with bugs, spiders, and most of the time a mouse. Kids (5) -cooking, baking, gardening, canning, and chores galore.
Spent most of the time for 42 years in the milking parlor.
that: You must learn to enjoy all the smells of the farm; soil, manure, and the rain in the spring.
Slow down and smell the roses and listen to the birds sing.
that: Compassion, patience, and a sense of humor you must have at all times.
If not, you will go mad and lose your mind.
that: You must laugh a lot -just remember the good things in life.
I thank GOD I was a farmer's wife. (most of the time)
Project Journal
These writings document stories and observations from some of my visits to the farm.
I include them to share a written account of interactions with Kenny and June, to suggest the vibrancy of earlier years of the farm, and to contrast the quiet nature of the images.
August 2017
In the spring, June protested against Kenny's overly ambitious planting in their large garden bed. This year, he planted more than thirty potato plants. In late July, he dug them up with a mini excavator. This process proves to be efficient for Kenny, though June later returns to spend hours sifting the dirt to find potatoes. She claims he can't, or won't, work on any projects that don't merit a motor. Now a Harley-Davidson enthusiast, Kenny fills warm Iowa days with acreage projects and motorcycle parades. He invests his time digging ponds, redistributing topsoil, sawing logs into lumber, baling prairie grass, and picking apples for June to peel for applesauce, cider, and pie. June tends to their prolific garden: rows of peppers, tomatoes, carrots, cabbage, kohlrabi, and potatoes that they harvest, share, and preserve for colder months.
Kenny and June Friederick on their Harley-Davidson motorcycle, 2017
September 2017
The land had been retired for over a decade before Kenny decided to rent twenty acres to his son-in-law, a dairy farmer with an operation twenty-some miles west of the Friedericks'. Now, two or three dozen Holstein cows and one or two young bulls are delivered each spring. They are sent to pasture until the females birth their first calf and can be returned for milking. The calves enjoy their first year of life on the acreage, wandering through prairie beneath broad oaks and expansive sky. This year may arguably be their best, free of routine and human framework. Kenny doesn't own the Holsteins, but frequents them with visits, primarily to survey the ponds in the pasture and deliver large round bales of dried grass.
October 2017
We share a long weekend with the Friederick extended family at Spook Cave & Kenny and June see when they look at the land. Despite their care and attention, the farm buildings continue to weather as the land rests dormant. In some ways, recognition of time seems to surpass the farm. In others, the passing hours and days are marked by abandoned spaces, cracked foundations, and tired interiors.
December 2017
Without daily commitments at the farm, Kenny and June are able to spend long winters in Lake Havasu City, Arizona. Mid-December through early April, their home acreage is particularly quiet. Often the land and buildings are covered in snow. Only a few tracks, left by small animals and the hunters that use their property, interrupt the drifts that gather in the pasture. During this season, the home and farm seem to be fixed in a chapter of waiting. My experiences making photographs at the farm during this time were especially contemplative. 
